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MUSICAL COMPANION; 


* 
Songſter's Magazine: 


CONTAINING 


A Select COLLECTION of 


| Near One Hundred of the moſt celebrated 


8 GMO N 4 


That have been lately 


Sung at the Theatres, Ranelagh, Vauxhall, 
and other Places of Public Entertainments. 


Enriched with a great Number of Originals. 
To which is added, 


Near one Hundred Toaſts and Sentiments. 


L ON DON: 


Printed for the Bookſellers of London and 
Weſtminſter, 1768. 
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SONG . 
The Hicntany Quzzn. 


O more my ſong ſhall be ye ſwains, 
N Of purling ſtreams or flow'ry plains, 
More pleaſing beauties now inſpire, - 
And Pheebus deigns the warbling lyre, 
Divinely aided thus I mean, 
To celibrate, to celibrate my highland" queen 


In her ſweet innocence I find, 

With beauty truth and freedom join'd, 
Set honour fills her ſportlefs ſoul, 

And gives a luſter to the whole, 

A matchleſs ſhape and lovely mein, 

All center in my highland queen. 


No ſudden ruſh nor trifling joy, 4 
Her ſettld calm of mind deftroy, 
From Pride and affectation free, 
A like ſhe ſmlles on you and me, 
The brighteſt Nymph that trips the green, R 
do pronounce my highland queen,. 


oy bleſt chat youth whom gentle Fate, 
Has deſtin's to or fair a mate, 

ith all choſe wonderous gifts in tore, 
While each returning day brings more, 

No * more ha y can be ſeen, 

ollelling thee my ghlan queen, 


The SONGSTER'S 
SONG IL 


Sung by Mrs. Baker, in the New Opera of Lise and 


iſe. 


H ho PR the morning, | __ 
' How ſweet are the proſpedts it yeilds ; 
Summer luxuriant adorning 


Ihe gardens, the groves, and the fields. 


Be grateful to the ſeaſon, 
It's pleaſures let's —_ 

Kind nature gives, and 

Permits us to enjoy, 


SONG II. 
Sung by Mrs. Baker, in ditto. 


O rob them of ſtrength, when wiſe natore 
thought t. | 

By women to 12 do her duty, 

Inſtead of a ſword ſhe endy'd them with wit 

And gave them a ſhield in their beauty. 


Sound, ſound then the trumpet, both ſexes to arms! 
Our tyrants at once and protectors 

We quickly ſhall ſee, whether courage or charms, 
Decide for the Helens or Hector s. 


son . 
| Sung by Mir. Din fall. in ditto. 


TT: O tell you'the rroth, | 
In the Days of m ouch. 
As mirth and nature bid 

I Bk'd a glaſs, 

And I lov'd a laſs, 

And 1 did as younkers did. 


MGA. _ 5” 


But now I am old, 

With grief be it told, 

I muſt thoſe freaks forbear 1 

At ſixty- three, 

'T wixt you and me, 12 _ 
A man grows worſe for wear, 7 1 + 66h 


SONG VL 
Sung by Mr. Shater, in ditto 1. 


Ounds Sir! then I'll tell you without any ft, 
The thing of all things, which T hare and dereſt z - 
A coxcomb, a fop, 
A dainty milk-ſop ; 
Who, eſſenc'd and dizen'd from boctem to top, 
Looks juſt like a doll for a millener's ſnop . 
A thing full of prate, | 
And pride and conceit 
All Eiſhion, no weight ; 
Who ſhrugs and rakes muff, 
And carries a muff; 
A minikin, 
Finiking, | 
French powder'd-puff: + | 
And now Sir, I fancy, I've told you enough, 


'$ONG vn. 
Sung by Mr. Dyer, in ditto. 


HEN a man of faſhion condecends, 
To herd among his country friends 
They watch his looks, his motions : 
One booby gapes, another ſtares, © 
And all he ſays, does, eats, drinks, wears, * 
Muſt {uit their ruſtic notions, 


„ 
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Bur as for this brutiſh old clown here; 


S'death, why did I ever come down here 
The ſavage will now never quit me: 
Then a concert to take, 
For my family's ſake, 
I'm in a fine jeopardy, ſplit me l 


SONG IX. 


S bringing home the other day, 

. . > boy pong N . 
The pretty warblers ſeem'd to pray, 

For liberty again ; 
Uzheedful of their plantive notes; 

I Tung acroſs the mead ; 
In vain they tun'd their downy throats 

And flutter'd.to be free d. 

In vain, &c. 


As paſſing tho' the tufted grove, 
ear Sich my cottage ſtood, 
I thought I ſaw rhe queen of love, 
When Sally's charms I view'd :._ 
I g:z'd, I lov'd, I prefs'd her ſtay, 
* To hear my tender tale; 
Bur all in vain ſhe fled away, 
Nor could my ſighs prevail. 
Nor could, &c. 


Soon thro* the wound which loye had made, 
Came pity to my breaſt, 
And thus I as compaſſion bade, 
The feather'd pair addreſt; 
Ye little warblers chearful be, : 
Remember not ye flew ; 
For I, who thought myſelf fo free, 
Am far more caught than you. 
Am far, &c. 


- 


MAGAZINE, 
SONG X. 


Sung by Niſs. Machiis. 


OPE and fear alternate riſing, | 
H Strive for empire o'er my heart ; | 
* 8 


Fa es bk Pact. 


Teach, ye learned lages, teach me, 
«OT RL ing tide : 

ve any rules to reach me . 
Bree 
Thus, our trial's at a diſtance. 

Wiſdom, ſcience, promiſe, aid, 

But in need of their a ſtance 

We attempt to graſp a ſhade. 


SONG XL 


s Pr RING. 
Sang at Raneleigh Gardens. 0 
HE birds ſweetly carrol, ſpring leads up the 
And trips it away with the light-Footed hours; 
In ſpite of black winter that ſcawls in the rear, 
dhe wakes as ſhe paſſes her bloſſoms and flow'rs 


+ CnoRvs. 
Then ſmile with the ſeaſon, 
ny, — 1. reaſon, 
er bleſſings let nature impart ; 
Of forrow beware, 12 
The Winter is care, 
But joy is the ſpring of the heart. 


While nature thus ſcatters her fragrance arvund, 
lochants with her muſic the foreſt and grove; 
Embroiders with daifies the green n 
And brings forth the ſeaſon of rapture love, 
Smile ſmile with the ä 
ö Ne 
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New life mould flow brilely and dance in the veing, 
As it ſhoots thro the fibres of plant, and of tree 
The warmth of kind nature. has broke Winter's chains 


And bids all creation be happy and free. 


Then imile with the ſeaſon, g 


As a froſt, wicked frolt, may the bloſſoms deſtroy, 


Lay waſte in the night the fair hopes of the day ; 


So the heart 13 p'd, and be dead to all joy; 


To guilt- blight 


boſoms, tis Winter in May. 
Then ſmile with the ſeaſon, &. 


Ye n of Britain, let nature $ own hand 


Spread the rote on the cheek, give the glance to th: 
eyes 
In the gay AE of pleaſures ler 288 command, 


Nor think it too low, to merry and wiſe. 


Then ſmile with the ſeaſon, &c. 


When ſpring it tao forward, 'cis pipp'd in the bloom, 
The bud and the bloſſom is blighted, and dies; 


So youth in her beauty may meet the ſame doom, 


Then be not too forward - be merry and wiſe. 
Smile, ſmile with the ſeaſon, &. 


SONG XI. 
Sung by Mr, Maker. 


NDULGENT pow'rs, if ever 
You mark'd a tender vow, 
O bend in kind compaſlion, 
And hear @ lover now: 


For titles, wealth, and honours, 
While others crowd your ſhr:ne ; 
I ak this only bleſſing, 
Let her I love be mine. 


